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Joe flipped over in his sleep, curling on his side with a slow, shallow sigh. His hand blindly sought out Ellie's 
warm body, drawing himself closer until he was pressed against the soft skin of her back. Somewhere in the 


distance, he could hear raindrops kicking against the window, then clawking down the glass. 


The tropical heat of the previous day brought tropical indecisiveness along as well, and while the rain seemed 
to have settled around the hotel resort for the day to come, the air was still thick and sultry, setting the 


temperature warm enough to make any sort of pyjama redundant. 


Joe wrapped an arm around Ellie's lean body, molding himself to her shape and burying his face into her 
scented hair. He inhaled lazily and went back to sleep. 


Phil yawned and rubbed his stomach, padding on heavy feet to the coffee machine. He popped two coins into 
the metal slit and grabbed the small crimson cup as soon as it was filled, wobbling down the hallway and 
squinting at the early morning sunrays coming through the large windows. He took the right turn as he 
reached the glass expanse, rolling down the stairs that led to a small platform overlooking the bay and the 
white-sand beach. 


He sat at the only garden table that lay on the rock-tiled platform and settled for the time being. 

There was almost no sign of the rain that slapped the windows only hours before, the sky having taken a light, 
Egyptian blue colour. The broad leaves swayed gently against the tiled banister and the air smelled faintly of 
coconuts, making Phil inhale sleepily and close his eyes. 


Taking a small sip of his coffee, he spluttered and came wide awake, panting to cool off his tongue. 


"Shite," he hissed and dropped the cup onto the table, rubbing his tongue with his fingers and then grimacing. 


Sav inhaled deeply and smiled to himself when he felt a hand on his lower stomach. Having had the luck to 
wear both himself and Beth out completely the previous night, he slept like a baby up until recently. 


He gripped her hand and pressed it tighter against his abdomen, feeling her snuggle against his body, her soft 
lips nuzzling his neck and making him shiver. The hard nubs of her nipples ground against his back and he 
fought the hazy tingles of arousal that swept through him, choosing to postpone his morning just a little bit 


more. 


Lazy sunrays filtered through the venetian blinds and he squeezed his eyelids tighter, holding onto the moment 
of serenity. 


Beth placed a kiss in the middle of his messy locks and slowly dozed off again 
Just a little bit more. 


Five minutes at most. 


Phil yawned for all he was worth. Feeling another one coming, he decided to stifle it, his face contorting into a 


grimace as he fought it. 
"Fuck," He hissed and shook his head. Why wasn't he in bed with Dee, again? 
He grinned at the memory of the previous night. 


Meeting the lot of pretty birds that seemed to be waiting for them and them only certainly improved his 
week. And by the looks of it, his bandmates week too. 


Why was he out here alone at--? 
He glanced at his wrist, only to realize he'd quite likely left his watch in the apartment. 
Why was he out here while Dee slept in his apartment? 


Just when he decided to leave both the sunrise and half-drained coffee cup to other tourists, Steve emerged 


from the stairs, stumbling out and proceeding down until Phil called after him. 


"Oh ‘ey," Steve registered him by raising a hand, squinting and climbing a stair up to get back onto the 
platform. 


"You look like a truck ran you over," Phil chuckled and watched his acquired twin flop into one of the available 


wicker chairs. 


"Ah... Yeah." Steve breathed out, grabbing the cup from Phil and mumbling his disapproval when he found it 
nearly empty. "Too bloody early.” 


Rubbing his forearm, Phil smirked. "Well why are you up then?" 


Steve groaned sleepily and leaned back in his chair, eyes squinting toward the rising sun. "Had to piss. Then | 


couldn't go back to sleep." 

Phil snickered at his hurt expression and dropped back in his chair. 

"What about you?" 

"Don't know.. | was just about to go back inside when you popped out" 

Steve nodded and dropped his head onto his forearms on the table. 

"Shit." 

"Y'alreight?" Phil giggled at his hangover. 

"Wasted" Steve puffed out into his hole, then raised his head. "Where's Joe?" 
"Out cold. So are both Ricks." 


Phil stuck his hands into the pockets of his cut-offs and watched his bandmate slowly come awake, very much 
like he did half an hour ago. 


Joe's senses slowly registered the growing urge to drain his body of the overnight liquids and he groaned into 
Ellie's neck, ignoring the nature's call for the time being. 


His arm tightened around her and he felt the soft skin of her bottom rub against his crotch as she wiggled. 
He grunted, tingles of morning arousal stirring in the pit of his stomach. 


He pushed his pelvis forward, nesting his morning erection between her cheeks and sliding up and down ever so 


slowly. 


He was working himself up to the point where he groaned into her shoulder, soft little breaths coming out of 
his lungs. 


Shit. 


Joe lay still for a minute, refusing to open his eyes and go to the loo. Getting a hold of his panting, he placed a 
blind kiss onto Ellie's neck and squeezed her body close. Soon enough, however, his thoughts began to take a 


route toward the previous night and he once again found himself sporting an aching wood and having to pee at 


the same time. 


Fuck. 


Rick cracked an eye open 

Bright beginnings of daylight seeped through the blinds, possessively colouring the indigo sky over the bay. 
He groaned and shut the curious eye. 

Rubbing his face briefly, he tilted his head sideways, expecting to find Lara beside him. 


Blinking to adjust his eyesight, he grumbled and dragged himself out of bed, putting on a random t-shirt and 
some baggy trousers he pulled out of his suitcase. 


Checking the bathroom just in case, he tapped out into the hallway barefoot. 


A long-haired, long-leqged, raven-brunette emerged out of one of the room, slowly closing the door on her 


way. 


"Oh hey Liz," Rick greeted when she turned around, recognizing her as one of the birds that the band met the 


previous night. 
She smiled at the yawn that escaped him. "Hi.. how'd you sleep?" 
Rick beamed at her. "Quite good, | must say. You?" 


She grinned in response, taking a turn and descending down the staircase that led outside, Rick rolling close 


behind. 
She paused on the small platform and turned around. 


‘Love to stay and chat, but it's way too late and | have somewhere to be," She explained apologetically, 


gesturing toward the silver watch on her slim wrist. "I'll see you around." 


She smiled and waved her fingers, sliding down the remaining stairs and disappearing around the wide leafy 


palm plant. She pointed out something Rick couldn't make out due to the wind, but he discarded it just as 
quickly. 


Listening to the fading crunches of her feet against the sand, he studied the only table on the platform, 
contemplating dropping his arse there and watching the sunrise. 


"Nah," He climbed back up to the floor and strolled down to his room, smirking at the previous night's 


memories. 


He did hope he'd see Lara again 


Sav squirmed in Beth's arms, finally giving up on sleep. Her lips were leaving a sweet, damp trail up his 


shoulder and neck and he moaned out loud when she bit his earlobe, tugging on it playfully. 
He gripped her arm and tightened it around his body, covering her hand with his. There was no way he'd be 
prolonging sleep now - her advances had been too persistent and thanks to that, he was now nursing a full 


morning wood. 


Cracking a sly smile, he directed her fingers down to his lower abdomen. 


Phil tapped his palms against the bare skin of his thighs. He glanced around, taking in the beginnings of a sunny 
day, the waking scenery and the few people that were heading to the beach at this hour. 


His gaze fell on Steve, who seemed a bit more sober at this point. 
"Wake yet?" 
His terror twin mumbled in response, taking a deep breath and stretching in his chair, his ribcage popping out. 


"So what are the plans for today?" 


Phil pouted his /-don‘t-know and folded both arms on his chest. 


"Oh but | know one thing. It's not fair to sit here this early while those three wankers snore their knickers 


off" 


Steve smirked. "So what do you suggest?" 


Having somehow subdued his urge to leak, Joe concentrated on the feeling of Ellie's warm skin under his. He 


placed a wet kiss just below her ear and rubbed up against her in excitement. 


If she didn't wake up soon, he knew he'd have to do it with her asleep. Since that option seemed too barfy, he 
thought he'd probably find himself wanking or waking her up and letting her know she had a duty to perform. 


He didn't feel like wanking. 


Phil shushed Steve when they climbed up to the floor, walking on tiptoes. 

"So whose room is this?" Steve asked, carrying the bucket of water Phil made him bring along. 
"No idea," Phil replied. "But | know it's not Joe's. I'm saving ‘im for the end." 

Steve snickered wildly. "Oh he's gonna ‘ave our bollocks on a plate." 


"Probably," Phil agreed with a chuckle. "But don't splash too much on these two; we've got to save most for 


Joe. 


Steve nodded with a sniggle, waiting for his friend to turn the doorknob. 


Sav basked in the delightful sensation of being touched. Beth made sure to cover as much of his skin as she 


could, her hands roaming all over his body, her lips mimicking the action on his back. 
"Oh yeah." He breathed out softly, losing himself to her caresses. 


Gripping her hand tighter, he brought her fingers to just below his stomach, burying them into the dark hair 


covering his pelvic bone. He bit his lip and stifled a moan of anticipation. 


The morning couldn't have been any better. 


Thanking both God and Satan for the unlocked door, Phil stepped into the semi-lit room, Steve right on his 


heels. 

Soft moans and sighs coming from the bed almost made both Terror Twins freeze and retreat from the room 
- believing their victim wasn't quite sleeping - but just as their gazes fell on the bed, they gasped 
simultaneously and the bed occupants flipped their heads toward the intruders. 

"Shit!" Steve swore, the bucket almost sliding out of his grasp. 

Sav and Joe glanced at each other in horror, yelping and shrieking. 

"What the fuck--" Sav quickly gathered his composure. "Get that thing away from me arse, you sick freak!" He 
scrambled out of the bed as if burned, holding one hand over his bottom and the other one on his morning 
erection 


Joe seemed - for the first time that Steve and Phil witnessed it - at a loss for words. 


He quickly snapped the sheet over his middle and straightened up until he was resting his weight on both 
hands. 


"What the flippin’ fuck are you doing here?" 


"| could be asking you the same thing, you tosser!" 


"Where's Elizabeth?!" Both men said in unison. 


‘Ive no bloody ideal” Sav yelled in panic. "I fell asleep by her side and woke up to your ugly arse! Were you 
gonna probe my tonsils with that bludgeon of yours?!" 


"Don't flatter yourself, minger-- | remember the same thing from last night! And--" Joe grimaced as he 
remembered what he'd been doing just minutes before. His eyes bulged and then scrunched up. "Eww! You 


almost made me grab your knob!" 


"Eww indeed! And | didn't make you do anything, you went for it yourself!" Sav retorted, still keeping his bottom 


safe. 


Both men found themselves drawn to the breathy snickers coming from Terror Twins. They laughed silently in 
disbelief. 


"Shit-- this is way better than any water prank--" Phil let out, catching his breath. 


"Why the fuck didn't you open your bloody eyes?! You would've seen it was mel" Sav protested, still holding a 
firm grip on his genitals. 


"Why didn't you?" Joe threw right back at him. "And how the ‘ell didn't you feel anything against your arse? | 


was ru--" 


"Joe!" Sav glared at him in panic, and then both of them looked over at the Terror Twins, who had their 
mouths hanging open, stifling treasure-found grins and almost not blinking. 


"Shit--" Sav swept a hand through his messy hair, cheeks blazing crimson. He was still holding one palm over 


his subsiding erection and his gaze fell on Joe, who still looked slightly lost. 
"For cryin out loud, tuck that shit in, Elliott! The last thing | wanna see now is your cock!" 


Joe looked down at his tented lap and then at his bandmate, sending poison darts from his green eyes. "Where 
do you want me to put it, Sav?" He hissed. "Up yours maybe? You seemed to ‘ave liked it so far." 


Sav flipped him off, teeth clenched. "Naff off, you mental." 


"What, what, whafl" Rick emerged from the hallway, an annoyed expression on his face. He was clad in only a 


baggy t-shirt and a pair of shorts. "What's the bloody matter with you lot?" 


Steve and Phil couldn't gather enough composure to try and answer; they still laughed silently, blinking away 
the tears of happiness. 


"Why are you two naked? Steve, why are you holding a bucket of water? And why do you have a boner, Joe?" 


As if on cue, the Terror Twins started laughing even harder, Phil snapping palms against Steve's upper arm, 
shaking him enough to start spilling the water all over the floor. 


"Why-- oh why don't | have a camera with me?" Phil squeezed out between choke-worthy chuckles. 


"Bugger off, you annoying twats," Joe growled, pulling the sheet off his lap and swinging his legs over the edge 
of the bed. "You too, Rick." 


"Whoa--" Rick tilted his head to the side. "Gather your raging testosterone, Joe." 

Joe didn't need to look down to know what he was referring to. "Fuck off. And don't pretend you ‘aven't seen it 
before," He grumbled as he stood up and turned to go to the bathroom, stopping in mid-stride as Sav jolted 
away from him. 

"Stop covering that skinny arse of yours, I'm not gonna rape youl" Joe seemed as pissed off as ever and that 
made the Terror Twins choke on their own saliva. Steve somehow managed to put the bucket down on the 
floor and continued laughing. 

Joe turned around, eyes blazing. 

The snickers became quieter and Rick waved a hand through the air. 


"Someone care to explain what the hell happened here?" 


"Oh Christ" Phil inhaled a lungful of air and wiped his cheeks dry. "Apparently." As soon as the memory came 
back, he started giggling again. 


"Sav and Joe lost a bird," Steve filled him in. "And woke up in a lover's embrace." 
He and Phil chuckled again 
"Or so they want us to believe." 


"Fuck you, Collen!" Sav grumbled. "We--" He inhaled to calm himself down. "We don't know where Elizabeth 


went--" 


"Oh | know," Rick supplied. "I saw her a couple of hours ago, she had some things to do so she snuck out 


early.” 
Joe and Sav stared open-mouthed at the clueless drummer. 


"Hours ago?" 


"Yeah. Said something about a fly and a wall.. God knows what that meant” He shrugged with a brief brow rise. 
Phil bit his fist to stop from laughing. Steve cackled for all he was worth. 
"Zip it up, idiots!" Joe growled. 


"Crap, Rick-- your timing--" Phil shook his head, trying to keep a straight face. Then a thought occured to 
him and he patted his hurting abs. 


"Wait.. There were five chicks.. Why did you share Elizabeth?" 

Sav and Joe looked at each other. 

"What do you mean, five?" Sav asked. "She was the only one left by the time we arrived" 

"Well, | took off with Dee, Rick had Lara, Steve was with Jasmin." 

Joe's eyes fell on Steve, who seemed to be having a confused, nearing-full-recollection expression on his face. 
Phil stopped talking and followed Joe's gaze. 

"That leaves.. Nicole." He slowed down, watching his Terror Twin closely. 

"You Casanova." 

Steve's expression changed to a slightly confused Eureka and Phil started grinning, followed by the other men 
‘Ohhh... That explains why | was so knackered!" Steve concluded, earning himself laughs. 


Phil grabbed his friend's head and pulled in his cheek for a huge, wet smooch, wrapping an arm around his neck. 


"You man-whore! l'm so proud of you!" 
Steve giggled, head still smarting from his hangover. 

"Well, where are they? You didn't kill them, did yer?" Rick asked and everyone chuckled 
"| think | left them in my bedroom.’ 


Phil dragged his bandmate out of the apartment, poking him in the side as they left, talking rubbish. Rick 
followed, glancing behind him. 


"I think you two need some privacy." He stated sweetly, winking, and Joe threw a cushion at him, hitting the 


door as Rick disappeared, his laughter ringing in the hallway. 


Glancing at each other briefly, Joe and Sav both remembered the touches and strokes of only half an hour 
before and shuddered simultaneously. They quickly by-passed each other, grabbed the first clothes they 


encountered and scrambled off in different directions; Sav to the loo and Joe out the apartment door. 


